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CREEPELIA NEVER SLEEPS , 
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AND THIS STINKWEED 
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REVOLTING {.- =: 


IF I LOOK AT IT, } IF 1 EAT THAT, 
MY EYES CROSS! 9 I'LL BE SICK FOR 
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FLINTSTONE AN’ RUBBLE REPORTIN’ 
FOR DUTY, SERGEANT ! WHERE'S 
OUR TENT = - 
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IM STARVED! I COULD | |AWRIGHT, WISE GUY, YUH STOLD THE . 
EATA.-. THIS STUFF | |GENERAL’S DOG'S FOOD TRAY! GIMME -}t 
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YUUCCHH! 1 wish 
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WATCH ME DO ATRIPLE 
BACK ANP FORTH 
WITH A REVERSE TWIST 


OU DO. IT EVERY TIME , 
DIVE.IN THE POOL, FRED. 


Tos AND LDOMT WANT, 
IM “YOU IN MY SWIMMIN' POOL 
MIN” 


NO, BUT TWILL HAVE! 
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THOSE TWO ARE ALWAY: I KNOW, WILMA? IT'S GOOP | ‘ 
-FIGHTING, BETTY!" __¢ FORA LAI ONCEINA WHILE, )~ 
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IT SURE TAKES A 9) |coME OVER ANDJOIN HOW'D HE GET WATER F 

IME, LADIES! ATLEAST )> 

THERE'S WATER IN 
My POOL } 


HEY, GIRLS. COME BACK. 
USE MY POOL AGAIN ! 


; HOW COME MY. 
POOL WON'T FILLUP? 
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THERE HE ' 
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WE HAD NO TROUBLE 
SINCE I PUT JHAT RUBBER 
SHARK INTHE POOL! 
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One night. Mox the magic robbit magicion, wes in 
his hollow log apartment practicing his tricks. Mox 
had to practice all the tinre. He always hed trouble do- 
ing tricks the right way. Sometimes his tricks worked. 
Sometimes they flopped worse than on under- 
nourished rabbit's weak eors. Max had wished ona 
magic sfar and it tied give him the power te perform 
real magic. The problem wos that he never knew 
when his real magic was going to work. He always 
had to practice make-believe magic tricks in case his 
real magic refused to work ot show time. 

“Are you still making rubber corrots appear and 
disappear?” asked Waldo the Walrus, Mox’s friend, 
roommate end-stage ennouncer. Waldo wes in the 
other rem eating chocelate covered fish icepeps and. 


JheDdaring 


_“Howill! ... Howlt .. 


watching the Merry Moose show on animal T.V. “One 
of us has to pragtice te make sure our act is good. Prac- 
tice makes perfect.” answered Max es he snepped his 
fingers and made on orange colored.rubber corrat 
disappear up his sleeve. “You practice enough fer both 
of us.” replied Waldo. 

Suddenly, Walde heard a stronge sound eutside tn 
the woods. Waldo’s blubber began te tremble et he 
heard loud howls echoing from out of the dark forest. 

echoed the mysterious, specky 
noises. The eerie howling sent chills up ond dewn 
Waldo’s spine. “Would you please turn dewn the T.V. 
set, Waldo.” said Max from the other room. “You 
shouldn’t be watching these vampire-bat, speek 
movies anyway. Horror movies always make you have: 


es he rushed inside the log house. 


toa is 
Max quickly closed the door behind him. Max could 
hear that the howling outside wae getting louder. Mr. 


Owl took off his glasses and waved @ quick hello to 
Waldo who was shivering under the couch. “A pack of 
hungry wolves has come down from the timber coun- 
try. They are in the woods now. A night ow! esusinof_ 
mine saw them. explained 
pork is getting very close to Animalville. De you realize 
what will happen if they find us?” asked Me. Owl. 
“It will be like @ Sunday afternoon pienic — and 
‘we'll all be the picnic lunch!” answered Welde, Max 


Mayer te Max. “IT see what! can do!” onswered Moa 
es he picked up his magic wand. “Be careful!” called 
Walde as Max hopped eut the deer. - 

Max hopped eff into the woods towards the how!l- 
ing sounds which were getting louder. It wasn’t long 
before he saw the pack ef hungry wolves. What was 
worse; they saw him teol “Presto-Change! Make the 
welves as gentle as lambs!” said Max os he pointed 
hie magic wand at the hungry pack. The wand madea 
puff of smoke appear but nothing else happened. His 
magie hed pleked the wrong time not to work. The 
wolves sow Max and charged. “They think I'm their 
midnight snacki” yelled Max. He started running as 


thie worksl” he said as he tapped himself on the head 
with his magie wand. There was @ flesh of lightning, 
When the emoke cleared there 


separated and etch one chased an illusion deep into 
the weeds, Animalville was safe. Mex crawled out of 
the bushes and hepped towards home. “I wonder if 


Tike @ volcarto wos under it. “Yep! He's still there!” 
laughed Max. . ¥ 
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B-DION'T You SEE IS MY HAIR ALL RIGHT 
THAT B-BUS, WILMA 2. } - OFFICER O'CASEY 1S ON 
: DUTY AT MAIN STREET ! 


~/ LM JUST PUTTING 
ON MORE LIP= 4 
STICK, FRED! 


"THAT WAS : 1| [guaventr Ys vecipep TA ver THE 
FLINTSTONES CAR! PRACTICED )DRIVIN' INSTRUCTOR TEACH 


HE'LL KILL SOME- “| ENOUGH, { YA WILMA] MOVE OVER..« 
BODY SOME DAY! fC" FRED! “AC TL DRIVE HOME! 


I HAVE THE SOLUTION, BOSS ! 
LET THE LAST MAN TO WORK 
BLOW THI €,THEN 


